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PREFACE. 


In the present Volume will be found the choicest of the National Songs of Ireiand. The collection 
contains Fifty of Moore’s Irish Melodies, besides a large number of celebrated songs with the original words, 


and several well known Irish airs which have been adapted to verses suitable to their character and sentiment, 
expressly for this work. 


Some few of the Songs are printed twice over, with Moore’s poems and the original words, with which 


they are associated in the popular mind, in order to sustain more completely the national character of the 
book, 


New Symphonies ar.1 Accompaniments have been written to all the Songs by Mr. J. L. Molloy. 


28, Holles Street. 
15th August, 1873, 





Go where glory waits thee. 


Arrn.—*‘MAID OF THE VALLEY.” 
THomas Moore. 
Moderato. 
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1.Go where glo- ry waitsthee, But whilefame e-lates thee, 

~2,When,ateve,thouro-vest By the star thou lo-vest, 
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Oh! still re-mem-ber me. When the praise thou meet-est' To thine ear is sweet-est, 
Oh! then re-mem-ber me. e ™Think,when home re-turn-ing, Bright we've seenit burn-ing, 
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Oh! then re-mem-ber O - ther arms may press thee, Dear - er friends ca-ress thee, 
Oh! then re-mem-ber me. Oft as sum-mer clo-ses, Whenthineeye re- po -ses 






























































All the joys that bless thee Sweeter far may be; Butwhenfriendsare nearest, And when joysare dearest, 
On its lin-g’ring ro - ses, Once soloy’d by thee, Think of her who wove them, Her who made thee lovethem, 
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€ Oh! then re-mem-ber me. 
Oh! then re-mem-ber me. 
aa 
(1\-7 0 Z =a z 
- ey = = a— es 
roe FES 








vi GO WHERE GLORY WAITS THEE. 
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3. When, aa -round thee _ dy = 3 - ing, oN tumnleavesare ly - ly ~ ing, h! then re - mem-ber 
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Then should mu-sic, steal-ing All the soul of feel-ing, To thy heart ap-peal-ing, 















































Draw one tear from thee; co fe mem - =_*ry bring ing thee Strains I us’d to sing thee,— 
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Come o’er the sea. 


Air.—“ CUISHLIN MA CHREE,” 
THomas Moors. 
Allegretto. 
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1. Come o’erthesea, Maid-en, with me 
2. Wasnotthesea Madefor the free, 
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Mine thro’ sunshine, storm,andsnows; Seasons mayroll, But the true soul Burns the same, where- 
Land for courts and chains a-lone? MHerewe areslaves, But on the waves Love and Li-ber-ty’s 






























































“ ~ eer it goes. Let fortune frown, so we love and part not; Tis life where thow art, tis death where thou art not. Then 
all our own. No eye to watch,and no tongue to wound us,Allearth for-got, and all hea- ven aroundus—Then 
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come o’erthe sea, Maiden, with me, 
comeo’erthe sea, Maiden, withme, Mine thro’ sunshine, storm, and snows; Seasons may roll, 
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But the true soul Burns the same, wher-e’er it goes. 
But the true soul Burns the same, wher-e’er it goes. 
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The Harp that once through Tara’s halls. 


Arr.—* GRAMACHREE.” 
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The harp that once thro’ Ta- ra’shallsThe soul of mu - sic shed, Now 



































if that soul were fled. 
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THE HARP THAT ONCE THROUGH TARAS HALLS. 5 


























harp of Ta - ra_ swells: The — chord a-lone, that breaks at night, Its 























tale of ru-in tells, Thus Free-dom now so sel-dom wakes, The on -ly throb she 
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that still she 

















Believe me, if all those endearing young charms. 


AIn—*MY LODGING IS ON THE COLD GROUND.” 
THomas Moore. 


Andantino. 7 




















PIANO. 
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BELIEVE ME, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING YOUNG CHARMS. 7 





still be a-dord, as this mo-ment thou art, Let thy love - li-nessfade as it 
heart that has tru ly lovd ney - er for - gets, But as tru - ly loves on to the 





















































ie URE parece eee ae And a-yround the dear ru-in each wish of my heart Would en- 
oe ee As the sun- flow-er turns on her god, when he sets, The same 
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look which she turn’d when he TOSO tar oe eeiee — 






































Eveleen’s bower. 


Tuomas Moors. 






Plaintively. > = 
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1. Oh! weep for the hour When to’ E - ve-leen’s bowr The 
3. The white snow lay On the  nar-row path - way When the 
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Lord of the Val-ley with false vows came; The moon hid her light From the 
Lord of the Val-ley cross’d o - ver the moor, And ma-ny a deep print On the 
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hea-vens that night, And wept be-hind the clouds o’er the maid-en’s shame. 2. The 
white snow’s tint Showdthe track of his foot-step to H-ve-leen’s door. 4, The 





EVELEEN'S BOWER. 9 














clouds pass’d soon From the chaste cold moon, And _ heavy’n smil’d a - gain with her 
next sun’s ray Soon melt-ed a - way Ey-ry trace on the path where the 
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ves - tal flame; But none will see the day When the clouds shall pass a - way Which that 
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stain up-on the snow of fair EK - ve-leen’s fame. 
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Oh! breathe not his name. 


Air.—* THE BROWN MAID.” 


THoMAS Moorn. am 
Andante. P== a tempo. 























1. Oh! breathe not his name, let it 
2. Butthe night - dew that falls, though in 























PIANO. 
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sleep in the shade Where cold and un - hon- ow'dhis re - lics are laid; Sad, 
si- lence it weeps, Shall bright-en with ver - durethe grave wherehe sleeps; Andthe 
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si - lent,anddark be the tears that we shed, As the night-dew that falls on the 
tear that we shed, though in se - cret it rolls, Shall long keep his mem-o - ry 
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Forget not the field. 


Toomas Moorr. 
A Andante. 
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- get not the field where.. they  pe-rish’d, The tru-est, the last of the 
could we from death but.... re - cov- er Those hearts as they bound - ed be- 
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Could the chain for an instant be riven But tis past—and tho’ blazon’d in story 
Which tyranny flung round us then, The name of our Victor may be, 

No! ’tis not in Man nor in Heaven Accurst is the march of that glory 
To let Tyranny bind it again! Which treads o’er the hearts of the free. 


Far dearer the grave or the prison 
Ilum’d by one patriot name, 

Than the trophies of all who have risen 
On Liberty’s ruins to fame ! 
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The Valley lay smiling before me. 


Airn—“THE PRETTY GIRL MILKING HER COW.” 


Tuomas Moore. 
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val-ley lay smi-ling be -fore me, Where late-ly I left her be-hind; Yet I 
was a time, fal-sest of wo-men! When  Breff-ni’s good sword wouldhave sought That 
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trem-bled, and some-thing hung o’er me That sad - den’d the joy of my mind 
man, thro’ a mil-lion of foe-men,Who dard but to wrongthee m thought ! 
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I look’d for the lampwhich,she told me, Should shine,when her Pil- grim re -turn’d; But, tho’ 


While now—oh de - ge-ne-rate daughter Of E -rin, how falln is thy fame! And thro’ 








THE VALLEY LAY SMILING BEFORE ME. tS 
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flew to her chamber,’twaslone-ly As if the lovd te-nant lay dead;— Ah! 
rea-dy the curse is up-on her, And strangers her vale leys pro-fane; They 
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there hung the lute that could sof-ten My ve - ry worst pains in- to bliss, While the 
on-ward! the green ban-ner rear-ing, Go, flesh ev-’ry sword to the hilt; On 
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hand that had wak’dit so of-ten Nowthrobb’dto a proudri- val’s kiss. 
our side is Vir-tueand E-rin, On theirs is the Sax-on and Guilt. A - | | i 
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Farewell !—But whenever you Welcome the Hour. 


Tuomas Moore. Ain—“MOLL ROONE.” 
Con espressione. 
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- well!—but when-ev - er you wel-come the hour That a - wa-kens the night-song of 














































































wel-com’d it too, And for - 
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- got his own griefs to be  hap-py with you, His griefs may re -turn, not a 






































FAREWELL !—BUT WHENEVER YOU WELCOME THE HOUR. 15 
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hope may re-main Of the few thathavebright-en’d his path-way of pain, But he 
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ne’er will for-get the short vi-sion that threw Its en - chant-ment a - round him, while 
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lin - g’ring with you. 
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And still on that evening, when pleasure fills up 

To the highest top sparkle each heart and each cup, 
Where’er my path lies, be it gloomy or bright, 

My soul, happy friends, shall be with you that night ; 
Shall join in your revels, your sports, and your wiles, 
And return to me beaming all o’er with your smiles— 
Too blest, if it tells me that, ’mid the gay cheer, 

Some kind voice had murmur’d, “I wish he were here !”’ 


Let Fate do her worst, there are relics of joy, 

Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy, 
Which come in the night-time of sorrow and care, 

And bring back the features that joy us’d to wear. 
Long, long be my heart with such memories fill’d! 
Like the vase, in which roses have once been distill’d— 
You may break, you may shatter the vase, if you will, 
But the scent of the roses will hang round it still. 
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Silent, oh Moyle. 


Arm--“ARRAH, MY DEAR EVELEEN.” 


Tuomas Moors. 
Moderato. 
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roar of thy wa-ter, 


Si - lent, oh Moyle, be the 



































































































































Sleep, with wings in dark - ness furl’d? 
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When shall the swan, her death-note singing, 
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When willheay’n, its sweet bell ring-ing, Call my spi-rit fromthis storm-y world? 




















SILENT, OH MOYLE. 17 
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Sad-ly, oh Moyle, to thy win- ter-wave weeping, 
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Fate bids me languishlong a - ges 
















































































aS 
al pees 
Sp ae] 
a pe 
Still doth the pure light its dawning delay. When will that day - star, mild - ly springing, 
eh 
oe “eres od 
o8:2 383: 


oo -o* 
















































































= 
i= 
with peace and love? When willheav’n, _ its 








our isle 





Warm sweet bell ring-ing, 
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Call my spi-rit to the fields a - bove? 
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The Minstrel-boy. 


Arr.—*THE MOREEN.” 


THomas Moorg. 
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Min - strel-boy to the war is gone, In the ranks of geal: ort find him; His 
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fa-ther’s sword he has _ gir - ded on, And his wild harp slung be - hind him. 
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“Land of song!” saidthe war - rior-bard, “Tho’ all the world be trays thee, One 
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sword, at least, thy rights shall guard, One  faith-ful harp shall praise thee !” 






























































TIE MINSTREL-BOY. 19 
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foeman’s chain Could not bring his proud soul un - der; The harp he lovd ne’er 
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sul - ly thee, Thou soul of love and bra - ve-ry! Thy songs were made for the 
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pure and free, They shall ne - ver sound in sla - ve-ry!” 
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Let Erin remember the days of old. 


Arr.—“THE RED FOX.” 


Tuomas Moorn. 


Piano. } 
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E - rin re-mem-ber the days of old, Ere her  faith-less sons be - trayed her; When 
Lough Neagh’s bank as_ the fishermanstrays,Whenthe clear coldeve’s de - cli - ning, He 
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wore Secae 2 Pale 
Ma - la-chi wore ‘the  col-lar of gold, Which he won from her proudin - va - der; When her 
sees theround tow-ersof o - therdays In the wave be - neath him _ shi - ning; Thus shall 
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kings, with stan-dard of green un - furl’d, Led the Red-Branchknightsto dan - ger;—LFre the 
mem -’ry oft- en, in dreams sub - lime, Catch a glimpse of thedaysthatare o - ver; Thus 
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em gem of the west - ern world Was set inthecrown of a stran - ger. 
sighing, look thro’ the waves of time For the long fa-ded glo-ries they co - ver. 
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29 
When he, who adores thee. 


Arx.—*THE FOX’S SLEEP.” 
THomas Moorr, 
f) 
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1. When he, who a-dores thee, has 
2. With thee were thedreams of my 


Con espressione. PAS 
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left but the name Of his fault andhis sor-rows be - hind, Oh! — say, wilt thou weep, when they 
ear - li-est love; Ey’-ry thought of my rea-son was thine ; Inmy lasthumble pray’ to the 
















































































dark-en the fame Of a life that for thee was re -sign’d? Yes, weep, and howey-er my 
Spi-rit a-bove, Thy name shall be mingled with mine, Oh! blest are thelov-ers and 






















































































foes may condemn, Thy tears shall ef-face their de - cree ; For MHeay’n can witness, though 
of thyglo-ry to see; But the next dearest blessing that 




































































guil-ty to them, I have been but too faith-ful to thee. 
Heaven can give Is the pride of thus dy-ingfor thee. 
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The Irish Exile. 


Old Melody. 


Slow and with expression. 




























































































where has the ex-ile his home?.... Oh! where has the ex-ile his Where the 
when will the ex-ile re - turmmP.... Oh! when will the ex-ile When our 



















































































nioun-tain is steep, Wherethe val - ley isdeep, Wherethe waves of the O-hi-o  foam;.. | Where 
hearts heave no sigh, When our tears shallbe dry, When E - rin no longer shall mourn; When his 
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no cheering smile His woes may be-guile, Oh! there has the ex-ile his home..... 
name we dis-own, Whenhis mem-'ry is gone, Oh! then willthe ex-ile re - turn...... 















































31 
Avenging and bright. 


I - Arr—“CROOGHAN A VENEE.” = 


Moderato. 
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1. A - veng-ing and bright fall the swift sword of E -rin On 
2, By the red cloud that hung o- ver Co-novr’s dark dwell-ing, When 
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him who the brave sons of Us-na_ be-tray’d! For ev - ‘ry fond 
U = lad’s three cham-pions lay sleep-ing in  gore— _ By the bil - lows of 
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eye he hath wa - kend a tear in, A drop from his _ heart-wounds shall 
war, which so oft - en, high swell-ing, Have waft - ed these he - roes to 
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weep oer her blade! 
vic - to - rys  shore— 
7 





























on 

¢ a 

We swear to revenge them !—no Joy shall be tasted, Yes, monarch! tho’ sweet are our home recollections, 
The harp shall be silent, the maiden unwed, Tho’ sweet are the tears that from tenderness fall: 


Our halls shall be mute and our fields shall lie wasted, | Tho’ sweet are our friendships, our hopes, our affections, 
Till vengeance is wreak’d on the murderer’s head ! Revenge on a tyrant is sweetest of all! 
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Sublime was the warning. 


Airn.—‘*THE BLACK JOKE.” 


Tuomas Moore. 
Con sptrito 
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con espresstone. 










































































- lime was the warn-ing that Li - ber-ty spoke, And grand was the mo-ment when 
fame of our fa- thers, be-queath’d with their rights,Give to coun-try its charm, and _ to 
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Spaniards a-woke In - to life and re-venge fromthe con-quer-or’s chain. Oh! 
home its de-lights, If de - ceit be a wound,and sus - pi-cion a_ stain, Then, ye 






































SUBLIME WAS 
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let not this 
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spi - rit have rest, 
the 
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Till it move, like 
And 


a breeze, o’er the 
oh! may his tomb want a 


same, 























waves of the west: 
tear and 
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Give the light of your look to each sor - row-ing spot, Nor, 
a name, Who would ask for a no- bler, ho - li-er death, Than to 
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EK - rin 
vic - to - ry’s breath, For 


oh, be 


the Sham -rock of 
turn his i 


last sigh in- to 


for - got, While you 








add to your gar - land the 


the Sham-rock of EK - rin and 


















































live of 


- Spain ! 
- live of 


Spain ! 























Ye Blakes and O’Donnels, whose fathers resign’d 

The green hills of their youth, among strangers to find 
That repose which, at home, they had eigh’d for in vain, 

Join, join in our ho os that the flame which you light 


May be felt yet in Krin, as calm, and as bright, 

And forgive even Albion while blushing she draws, 

Like a truant, her sword, in the long-shghted cause 
‘Of the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain ! 


God prosper the cause !—oh, it cannot but thrive, 
While the pulse of one patriot heart is alive, 

Its devotion to feel, and its rights to maintain. 
Then, how sainted by sorrow its mar tyrs will die ! 
The finger of Glory shall point where they lie; 
While, ‘far from the footstep of coward or slave, 

The young spirit of Freedom shall shelter their grave 
Beneath Shamrocks of Erin and Olives of Spain! 
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Tomas Moors. 





Moderato. 


| Oh the Shamrock ! 7 


Arr.—“ ALLEY CROKER.” 





- PIANO. 














EK - rin’s Isle, To sport a- while, As 
Va - lour, “See, They spring for me, Those 





























Love and 


Va - lour 


leaf - y gems of 




















wan - der’d, With Wit, the sprite, Whose qui- ver bright A 
morn - ing!” Says Love,“No, no, For me they grow, My 
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thou- sand ar- rows squan -der’d; Wher - e’er they pass, A tri-ple grass Shoots 
fra- grant path a 


dorn - ing.” But Wit  per-ceives The tri-ple leaves, And 
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up, with dew-drops stream - ing, As soft - ly green As em-’rald seen Thro’ 
cries, “*Oh! do not sey - er A type that blends Three god - like friends, Love, 
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u - rest crys - tal rleam - ing. : 
Te, te Wet fae 8 Ce ae 4 Oh the Sham-rock, the green, im-mor-tal Sham - rock! 
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So firmly fond 
May last the bond 
They wove that morn together, 
And ne’er may fall 
One drop of gall 
On Wit’s celestial feather ! 
May Love, as twine 
His flowers divine, 
Of thorny falsehood weed ’em ! 
May Valour ne’er 
His standard rear 
Against the cause of Freedom! 
Oh, the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock ! 
Chosen leaf 
Of Bard and Chief, 
Old Erin’s native Shamrock ! 
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When in death I shall calm recline. 


THomas MoorE “THE LEGACY.” 
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1. When in death I shall calm re-cline, O bear myheartto my mis-tressdear; Tell her it liv’d up -on 
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Bid her 













































































bril-liant and light; But balm- y drops of the 
































not shed one 
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When the light of my song is o’er, 

Then take my harp to your ancient hall ; 
Hang it up at that friendly door, 

Where weary travellers love to call. 
Then if some bard, who roams forsaken, 

Revive its soft note in passing along, 
Oh! let one thought of its master waken 


Your warmest smile for the child of song. 





Keep this cup, which is now o erflowing, 

To grace your revel when I’m at rest ; 
Never, oh! never its balm bestowing 

On lips that beauty hath seldom blest. 
But when some worm devoted lover 

To her he adores shall bathe its brim, 
Then, then my spirit around shall hover, 

And hallow each drop that foams for him. 
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Erin! the Tear. 


Tuomas Moore. Atr.—* AILEEN AROON.” 
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PIANO. 
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smile in thine eyes Blend like the rain - bow that hangs in. thy _ skies! 
nev- er shall cease, E-yin! thy  lan-guid smile ne’er shall in - crease, 
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Shining thro’ sor - row’s stream, Sadd’ning thro’ _plea-sure’s beam, Thy suns with doubt - ful gleam 
Till, like the rain - bow’s light, Thy va-rious tints u-nite, Andform in Hea-ven’s sight 
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Weep while they rise! 
One arch of peace ! 
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Nay, tell me not. 


THomas Moore. Am—*DENNIS, DON'T BE THREATENING.” 
Con spirito. 







































PIANO. 



































tell me not, dear,that the gob - let drowns One charm of feel-ing, one fond re-gret; Be - 
tell us that Lovein his fai - ry bowr Had two blush-ro - ses, of birth di- vine; He 
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-lieve me, a few of thy an - gry frowns Are all I've sunk in its bright wave yet. 
sprink-led the one with a _ rain-bow’s show’, But bath’d the o- ther with mant - ling wine. 
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Ne’er hath a beam Been tost in the stream That e - ver wasshedfromthy form or soul; The 
Soon did the buds That drank of the floods Dis - till’d by the rain-bow de - cline and fade; While 
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spell of those eyes, The balm of thy sighs, Still float on the sur-face,and hal-low mybowl, Then 
those whichthe tide Of ru-by had dy’d, Allblush’din - to beau-ty, like thee, Pesatesidt} : 







































fan-cy not, dear-est, that wine can steal One bliss - fuldream of the heart fromme; Like 
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fountsthat a- wa-ken the  pil-grim’s zeal, The bowl but bright-ens my love for thee. 
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We may roam thro’ this world. 


Arr.—* GARRYOWEN.” 
THomAS Moors. 
Allegro moderato. a 
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roam thro’ this world, like a child at afeast, Who but sips of a sweet, and then flies to the rest; And, when 
En-gland the gar-den of Beau-ty is kept By a dragon of pru-de-ry plac’d within call; But so 
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pleasure be-gins to grow dull in the east, We may or-der our wings, and be off to the west; But if 


oft this un-a-mia-ble dra-gon has slept, That the garden’s but care - less-ly watch'd af-ter all. Oh! they 
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hearts that feel, and eyes that smile Are the dear - est gifts that Heav’n sup-plies, We 
want the wild sweet-brie - ry fence Which round the flowrs of E - rin dwells; Which 
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WE MAY ROAM THRO THIS WuURLD. 4] 

















ne-ver need leave our own GreenIsle, For sen-si-tive heartsandfor  sun-bright eyes. heres 
warns the touch while winningthesense,Nor charms us least whenit most  re-pels. 











eee 
(ee pets == 


om 
“a a =e — | 










































































fo Se 


cup to the smile of dear wo-mangoesround, Oh! re - mem-ber the smile that a - 
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In France, when the heart of a woman sets sail 
On the ocean of wedlock its fortune to try, 
Love seldom goes far in a vessel so frail, 
But just pilots her off, and then bids her good-bye. 
While the daughters of Erin keep the boy, 
Ever smiling beside his faithful oar, 
Through billows of woe, and beams of joy, 
The same as he look’d when he left the shore. 
Then remember, ete. 
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How oft has the Benshee cried! 


THowas Moonr. Am—“THE DEAR BLACK MAID.” 
ee and with solemnity. 
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1. How oft has the 
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Ben-shee cried! How oft has death un-tied Brightlinksthat glo - ry wove, Sweet bonds en - 
gloom-y days! Star af - ter star de-cays, Hv-’ry brightname that shed Light o’er the 
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Long may the fair and brave Sigh o’er the he - ro’s graye! 
But bright-ly flows the tear Wept o'er a he - ro’s bier. 



























































Quench’d are our beacon lights— 

Thou, of the Hundred Fights! 

Thou, on whose burning tongue 

Truth, peace, and freedom hung! 
Both mute,—but long as valour shineth, 
Or mercy’s soul at war repineth, 

So long shall Erin’s pride 

Tell how they liv’d and died. 
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I saw from the Beach. 


Arr.—* MISS MOLLY.” 


saw from the beach, when the 
2. Andsuch is the fate of our 


Tuomas Moore. 
Moderate time. 
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morning was shining, A barko’erthe wa-ters move glo-rious-ly on; I  camewhen the suno’er that 
life’s ear -ly promise, So pass-ing the spring-tide of joy we have known; Each wave,thatwe danc’don at 
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beach was de-clin-ing, The bark was still there,but the wa-ters were gone, I came when the suno’er the 
morning, ebbs from us, And leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore a-lone, Each wave, that we danc’d on at 
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beach wasde-clin-ing, The bark was stillthere, but the wa-ters were gone. 
morning, ebbsfromus, And leaves us, at eve, on the bleakshore a- lone. 
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Ne’er tell me of glories serenely adorning Oh, who would not welcome that moment’s returning, 
The close of our day, the calm eve of our night ;— When passion first wak’d a new life thro’ his frame, 
Give me back, give me back the wild freshness of | And his soul— like the wood that grows precious in 
morning, burning— 


Her clouds and her tears are worth evening's best light.|_ Gave out all its sweets to love's exquisite flame! 
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When first I met thee. 


THomas Moors. Air—“O, PATRICK, FLY FROM ME” 
Moderato. 
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first 1 met thee, warm and young, There shone such truth a -_ bout thee, And 
ev - rytonguethy fol - liesnamd, I fled the un-wel - come S(O sanmeat ya: Or 
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on thy lips such  pro-mise hung, I did not dare to doubt thee. I 
found, in evn the faultsthey blam’d,Some gleams of fu - ture glo: = sry.7 1 
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saw thee change. yet still re-Jlied, Still clung with hope the fon - der, And 
still was true when near - er friends Con - spir'd to wrong, to slight thee; The 
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thought, though false to all be- side, From me _ thou could’st not wan = der. 
heart, that now thy  false-hoodrends, Would then have bled to right thee. 
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make 
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heart, whose hopes could 
day, per - haps, thou'lt 
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Trust one 80 false, so low, JDe - serves that thou shouldst break at 
From plea- sure’s dream, to Imow The grief of hearts for - sak = en. 
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Even now, tho’ youth its bloom has shed, 
No lights of age adorn thee ; 
The few, who loy’d thee once, have fled, 
And they who flatter scorn thee : 
Thy midnight cup is pledg’d to slaves, 
No genial ties enwreath it ; 
The smiling there, like light on graves, 
Has rank cold hearts beneath it. 
Go—go—tho’ worlds were thine, 
I would not now surrender 
One taintless tear of mine 
For all thy guilty splendour ! 

















And days may come, thou false one! yet, 
When even those ties shall sever; 
When thou wilt call, with vain regret, 
On her thou’st lost for ever ; 
On her who, in thy fortune’s fall, 
With smiles had still receiv’d thee, 
And gladly died to prove thee all 
Her fancy first believ’d thee. 
Go—go—'tis vain to curse, 
’Tis weakness to upbraid thee ; 
Hate cannot wish thee worse 
Than guilt and shame have made thee. 
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Lesbia hath a beaming eye. 


Tuomas Moorr. Airn—“NORA CREINA.” 


Legyiero e con espresstone, 
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1. Les - bia hath a beam - ing eye, But ho onelnows for whom it beam - eth; 
2. Les - bia wears a robe of gold, But all so close the nymph hath lac’d it, 









































Right and left its ar-rows fly, But what they aim at no one dream - eth. 
Not a charm of  beau-ty’s mould Pre- sumes to stay where na- ture placd it. 
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Sweeter ’tis to gaze up-on My No-ra’s lid that sel - dom ri- ses; Few its looks, but 
Oh,my No - ra’s gown for me, That floats as wild as moun-tainbreez-es, Leay-ing ev - ‘ry 
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LESBIA HATH A BEAMING EYE. 4T 


ev - ry one, Like un - ex-pect-ed light, sur - pri - ses. 
beau-ty free To sink or swell as Hea- ven plea-ses, 
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Oh! my No-ra Crei-na,dear, My gen-tle, bash-ful No - ra Crei-na, 
Yes, my No-ra Crei-na,dear, My sim-ple,grace-ful No - ra Crei -na, 





























Beau - ty lies In ma-ny eyes, But love in yours, my No - ra Crei - na! 
Na - ture’s dress Is love-li- ness—The dress you wear, my No - ra Orei - na! 




















Lesbia hath a wit refined, 
But when its points are gleaming’ round ua, 
Who can tell if they're design’d 
To dazzle merely, or to wound us. 
Pillow’d on my Nora’s heart 
In safer slumber Love reposes— 
Bed of peace ! whose roughest part 
Is but the crumpling of the roses, 
Oh, my Nora Oreina, dear, 
My mild, my artless Nora Creina, 
Wit, tho’ bright, 
Hath no such light 
As warms your eyes, my Nora Oreina. 


Tho’ the last glimpse of Erin. 
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1. Tho’ the last — glimpse 
2a the gloom of 
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In ex - ile thy - som shall 
Loewaill fly with my eon - lin, and 
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| 2nd time. 
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And [ll gaze on thy gold hair as graceful it wreathes, 

And hang o’er thy soft harp, as wildly it breathes ; 

Nor dread that the cold-hearted Saxon will tear 

One chord from that harp, or one lock from that hair. £ 
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Drink to her. 


; Arr.--“ HEIGH-HO, MY JACKY.” 
THomas Moore. 


In moderate téme. | 5 an 
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1. Drink to her who long Hath wak’d the po - et’s sigh, The girl whogave to song What 
2. AtBeauty’sdoor of glass When Wealth and Wit once stood,They ask’d her,‘‘which might pass?” She 



































gold couldne-ver buy. Oh! woman’sheart was made For minstrel’s hands a- lone; By 
ans - wer’d,“he, who could.” With gol- den key WealththoughtTo pass—but’twouldnot do: While 
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oe o- ther fin-gers play’d, It yields not half the tone. Then here’s to her who ong by th 
Wit a diamond brought,Which cut his bright way thro’. So here’s to her who longs~® 
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wak'd the po-et’s sigh, The girl who gave to song What gold could ne-ver buy. 
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the gloom -y gnome That 
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dwells in darkgoldmines. But oh! the po- et’s love Can boast a bright-er sphere; Its 
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na- tive home’sa-bove, Tho’ wo - mankeeps it here. Then drink to her who long Hath 
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The meeting of the waters. 


THOMASEMOORE. Airn.—“THE OLD HEAD OF DENNIS.” 
ot Andante con espressione. 






























































































1. Thereis not in the wide world a 
3. "Twas that friends, the be-lovd of my 
ae = esau! ( exer 
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val-ley so sweet As that vale in whose bo-som the bright wa- ters meet; Oh! the 
bo-som, were near, Whomade ey - ’ry dear scene of en- chantment more dear, And who 
haste ete 
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last rays of feel-ing and life must de - part, Ere the bloom of that val-ley _ shall 
felt how the best charms of na -ture im-prove, Whenwe see them re-flect-ed from 













































































fade from my heart, Ere the bloom of that val-ley — shall fade from my heart. 
looks that we love, Whenwe see them re-flect-ed from looks that we love. 
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2 Yet it was notthat Na-ture had 
4, Sweet vale of A - vo - ca! how 
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shed o’er the scene Her pur - est of cry-stal and bright-est of green; “Twas 
calm could I. rest In thy bo- som of shade, withthe friends I love best, Where the 
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noé her soft ma-gic of  stream-let or hill, Oh! no— it was something more 


storms that we feel in this cold world shouldcease, And our hearts, like thy wa-ters, be 
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ex - qui-site still, Oh! no— it was something more ex - qui-site still. 
min-gled in peace, And our hearts, like thy wa-ters, be min - gled in peace. 
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Grorcr N. Reynoups. Kathleen O’More. | Old Melody. 


Tempo moderato. 
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love, still I think that I see her once more, But, a - las! she has left me _ her 
sat at the door, one cold af-ter-noon, To hear the wind blow, and _ to 
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loss to de - plore; My own lit-tle Kath-leen, my poor lit-tle Kath-leen, My 
gaze on the moon, So pen- sive was Kath-leen, my poor lit-tle Kath-leen, My 
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hair glos-sy black? her eyes were dark blue, Her 


cold was the nightwind that — sigh’droundher bow’, It chill’d my poor_Kath-leen, she 
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smiles e - ver new, So 


pret - ty was Kath-leen, my sweet lit-tle Kath-leen, My 
droop'dfrom that hour; AndI 


lost my poor Kath-leen, my own  lit-tle Kath-leen, My 
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Kath - leen O> More! 


3. She 
Kath - len 0’ More! ALTE ee) 6. The 
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milk’d the dun cow, that ne'er of - fer'd to _ stir; Though wick-ed to . was 
bird of all birds that I love.... the best, Is the ro - bin,that in the church- 























gen - tle to her, So kind was my Kath-leen, my poor lit -tle Kath-leen, My 
- yard builds his nest, Forhe seems towatch Kath-leen, hops light - ly o’er Kath-leen, My 


leen O’ More! 
leen QO’ More! 
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The mother’s lamentation. 


Old Melody. 





















1. She was mild as the sum-mer air, Like the 
2. Dark and drear is my lone-ly home, For her 
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So ee ee ee 
; * tim - id dove’s were her eyes; Oh, my child! oh, my child! — So gen - tle, pure, and fair! Thy 


song ishush’d on the hill, She is gone, she is gone, O’er the stor-my seas to roam, And 




































































heart would break to hear thy mo-ther’s sighs; When I saw thee smile I was glad, But my 
soon this wea-ry heart shall cease to thrill; Ere the summer’s sun shall haye smil’d, She may 
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hours of joy, a-las! are o’er, She is gone, she is gone, And this ach-ing heart is sad, For 
come, re-jol-cing to our shore, But I feel, but I feel, In part-ing with my child, That 
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I shall nev-er, nev-er see her more. 
I shall nev-er, nev-er see her more. 
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Kate Kearney. 


Lapy Mor@an. 











































































































did you not hear of Kate Kear-ney? She lives on the banks of Kil - 
eye is so mo-dest-ly beam-ing, You ne’er think of mis-chief she’s 
af J el el =a 




























































lar - ney; Fron the glance of her eye, shun dan - ger, er fly, 2 lor 
dream - ing ; Yet, Oh! I can tell how  fa- tal the spell That 
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fa - tal’s the glance of Kate Kear - ney. 
_jurks in the eye of Kate Kear - ney. 





















































Oh! should you e’er meet this Kate Kearney, Tho’ she looks so bewitchingly simple, 
Who lives on the banks of Killarney, Yet there’s mischief in every dimple; 
Beware of her smile, for many a wile And who dares inhale, he sighs spicy gale, 
Lies hid in the smile of Kate Kearney. Must die by the breath of Kate Remar: 


Shule, Agra. 


(COME, MY LOVE.) 
Andante con espresstone. Old Melody. 
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Oft I roam my gar - denbowrs, To gaze up - on _ the fa - ded flows, And 











— 


SS ee Se SS 
ie Se ae =a 
= —™—_ 
———— 
Py) er @ =oSe ues ——— —> 
























































think them like past hap - py hours, That fled like sgum-mer’s' bloom;...... 
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Shule, shule, shule a-gra, Dreams of joy are  sor-rownow, The lad of my heart from 
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home is gone, Ca - thu-theen,ca-thu-theen  slaune.* ” | 
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* May he return safe, 
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2. I amnot nowthe bloom-ing maid, That used to love the 
3. In o-therclimeshe’s gone to find A _ lass more pleas -ing 
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SS. 
val - ley’s shade, My youth, my hopes, are all de-cayd, And ev -’ry friend is 
to his mind, But ah! the one he’s left be-hind Will love him best of 



























































HEM eee. siete Shule, shule, shule a - gra, Peace, why hast thou 
ale detest: « cucts Shule, shule, shule a - gra, Time can on - ly 



























































sigh’d ioemitnad The 


bri lad of myheart from home is gone, Ca -  thu-theen, ca - thu - theen 
ring me woe; 
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The groves of Blarney. 


Andante con moto. 


qe =S=sapsl 


The grovesof 
2 ‘There’. sgra-vel 


Old Melody. 


MInuikEN. 
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Blar-ney, they are so charming, All by the purl-ing of mony si - lent Scheie Being bank’d with 
walks therefor spe-cu - la - tion, And conver - sa-tion in sweet so - li- tude; “Tis there the 






























































osies that spon-ta-neous grow there, Planted in or-der by the sweet rock close: Tis there the 
o = ver may hear the dove, or The gen-tle plo-ver in the af - ter- noon, And,if a young 
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dai -sy and the sweet car - na- tion, The bloom-ing pink and the rose so  fair,.. The daf-fy-down- 
la-dyshould be so en - ga-ging As to walk a-lone in those ge Bs bawr’s, "Tis there her 
oN 


4 ft : 
i =e iz = ee eae a 
z 5 = 4 Lae : ee 3: 5-2 BSce! : = =. =a 



































sit! 
all 
die 
a 
aaa 






























































dil- ly, be-sidethe li - ly, Flow’rs that scent the sweet frageranit alr. 


courtier he may tran-sport her In some dark fort or un - der ground. 





















































THE GROVES OF BLARNEY. §1 
























2. *Tis La - dy Jef-freysthatownsthis sta-tion, Like Al-ex - 
4, For ’tis there t the cave whereno daylight en- ters, But bats and 





















































































- an-der or Queen Hel-en fair, There’s no com-mand- er throughout the 
bad-gers are for ev - er bred; Being moss’d by 
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na-tion, For em-u - 
na-ture, that makesit sweet-er Than a coach 
































































































- la-tion can with her com-pare: She hascas-tles round her that no nine-pound-er Could dare to 
and = or a fea-ther bed. ’Tis there’sthe lake that is stor’d with perch-es, And come-ly 
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plun-der her place of strength; But O-li-ver Crom - well, he did her pum-mel, And madea 
eels in the ver-dant mud,.. Be-side the leech-es and the groves of beech-es, All standing in 
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or- der to guard the flood. 





















































‘Tis there’s the kitchen hangs many a flitch in, There’s statues gracing this noble place in, 
With the maids a stitching on the stair ; All Heathen goddesses so fair, 

The bread and biske’, the beer and whiskey, Bold Neptune, Plutarch, and Nicodemus, 
Would make you frisky, if you were there ; All standing naked in the open air ; 

’Tis there you’d see Peg Murphy’s daughter, So now to finish this narration, 
A washing pratees, forenent the door, Which my poor geni could not entwine, 

With Roger Cleary, and Father Healy, But were 1 Homer, or Nebuchadnezzar, 


All blood relations to Lord Donoughmore. In evry feature [ would make it shine. 
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Ma Bouchelleen Bawn. 


(MY LITTLE FAIR BOY.) 
Joun Banrm. 
Allegretto. 











































































































where are you go - ing, ma.... bou-chel- leen  bawn, From  fa- ther and 
faith we have bled for, from fa - ther to son, Since first by a 


















































































. “vw 
“mo-ther, so ear - ly at dawn ? Och! ra - ther run i- dle from 
le our fair val - lies were won, Andwhich oft in the de-sert, our 
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ev’ -ning till dawn, Than dark - en their thresh-old, ma bou - chel - leen 
knees to the sod, We wept from them all, for our sons and our 
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there they would tell you, ma.... bou-chel - leen  bawn, Thatthe mo - ther, whose 
this was i - dol-a - try, heart-less and cold, And now grown more 
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milk to your heart you have drawn, Andthe fa - ther, who prays for you 
heart-less be - cause it is old, And for some - thing that’s new-er, they'd 














































































ev-ning and dawn, Can ne - ver be heard for you, bou- chel - leen 
ask you to pawn The creed of your fa-thers,ma -  bou-chel-leen 











































































































And now will you go to them, bouchelleen bawn, 
From father and mother, so early at dawn ? 

Och! the cloud from your mind let it never be drawn, 
But cross not their threshold, ma bouchelleen bawn. 
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Swift from the covert. 


(An Irtsuh Hunting Sone, TO THE MELODY or “THE HUMOURS OF BANDON.”) 


Moderato. 
























1. Swift from the co-vert the 
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mer-ry pack fled, While, bound-ing, there sprang o - ver val - ley and mead, Wide 

















































































































spread-ing his ant-lers, e - ree- ted his head, The stag, his en - e - mies 
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scom - ing. Oh! that you’d seen then, through tor-rent, through brake, Each 
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sports-man, right gal - lant, his ri - val race take, [would please beau-ty’s ear to have 
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hun - ter’s horn in the morn - ing. 
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ome Oh, clear’d was the fo-rest, the moun-tain pass’do’er, Yet 
3.’Twerea pi-ty a  spi-rit so ar-dent, so bold, A = 
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fresh - ly their ri - ders the will - ing steeds bore; The ri - ver roll’d deep, as_ the 

- gain should not hur-ry the chase’ o’er the wold; The stag has es - cap, and his 
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stag spurn’d the shore, Yet own'd no ti - mo - rous warn - ing; So 
foe - man’s cou-rage a - dom - ing; To 


feats are well told, His 















































close was he fol-low’d,the foamwhere he sprung En - circ-led, and spark-led, the 
The grape and its hon-ours must 


those who so bravye-ly the gamecould pur - sue, 
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a-mong,Whilethe dogs of the chase theirrude me - lo-dy rung, To the 
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e - ver be due, Andthe joys that are al- ways de - light-ing the view, Withthe 

















































































































hunt - er’s horn in the morn -__ ing. 
hunt - er’s horn in the morn - ing 
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As down by Banna’s banks. 


“GRAMACHREE MA COLLEEN-OGE.” * 
Rr, Hon. GrorGEe OGLE. 


Andante affettuoso. 
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down by Ban-na’s _ banks I stray’d, One ev - ning in May, The 
laid me down up - on a bank, Be - wail - ing my sad fate, That 




















































































ie =. tle birds, in blith - est notes,Made vo - cal ev - Tey spray ; They 
doom’d me thus the slave of love, And cru - el Mol - ly’s hate ; How 
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sang their lit - tle notes of love,They sang them o’er and o'eY; \ 
Ci she break the hon -est heart, That wears her in its core? 
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* The literal translation of ‘‘Gramachree ma colleen-oge, my Molly asthore,” is “* Love of my heart,” ‘‘ My dear young girl,” ‘* My 
darling Molly.” 2 ue 3 é 
Sheridan wrote his popular song, ‘* Had La heart for falsehood framed ; ” and T, Moore ‘© The harp that once,” to this melody. 
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Gra - ma-chree ma col - leen-oge, My Mol - ly as - thore. 





























































































































dai - sy pied, and all the sweets The dawn of na - ture yields, The 
said you lov’d me, Mol - ly dear! Ah, why did I be - lieve P Yet, 










































































prim - rose pale, and vio - let blue, Lay — scat-ter'd o’er the fields; Such 
who couldthink such ten - der words Were meant but to de - ceive? That 
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fra - grance in the bo-som lies, Of her whom I a - dore; i 
love was all I ask’d on earth, Nay, Heav’n could grant no Por cre 





















































col - leen-oge, 
















































































Oh! had I all the flocks that graze Two turtle doves, above my head, 
On pomiler yellow hill, Sat courting on a bough ; 
Or low’d for me the numerous herds I envied them their happiness, 
That yon green pasture fill, To see them bill and coo; 
With her I love I’d gladly ‘share Such fondness once for me was shown, 
My kine and fleecy store. But now, alas! ’tis o’er. 
Ah! Gramachree, etc. - Ah! Gramachree, etc. 


Then fare thee well, my Molly dear; 
Thy loss I e’er shall moan, 
Whilst life remains in Strephon’s heart 
’T will beat to thee alone: 
Though thou art false, may Heav’n on thee 
Its choicest blessings pour ! 
Ah! Gramachree, etc. 


Colleen dhas cruthen na Moe. 


(THE PRETTY GIRL MILKING HER COW.) 
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PIANO. 


















































———— re ee aE 


Se ee 
A. elt was on a fine sum-mer’s morn-ing, The 
2. Then to her I made my _ ad - van - ces; “ Good 






























































birds sweet-ly tun’d on each bough, And as I walk’d out for my plea - sure, I 
mor-row, most beau-ti- ful maid) Your beau -ty my heart so en-tran-ces!—” “Pray, 
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saw a maid milk-ing her cow; Her voice so en-chant-ing, me - lo- dious, Left 


sir, do not ban-ter,” she said; “I’m not such a rare pre-cious jew-el, That 
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me quite un - a-ble to go, My _ heart it was load- ed with sor-row, for 
I should e - na-mour you go, I am but a poor lit - tle milk-girl,” Says 
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Col-leen dhas cru-then na moe. 
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| CH: Sa Se Se Se ee = 5 : 
f= a 


“ The Indies afford no such jewel, 
So bright and transparently clear ; 
Ah! do not add flame to my fuel! 
Consent but to love me, my dear. 
Ah! had I the lamp of Aladdin, 
Or the wealth of the African shore, 
I would rather be poor in a cottage 
With Colleen dhas cruthen na moe.” 
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Rich and rare. 


Air.—* THE SUMMER IS COMING.” 
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wore, And a_ bright gold ring on her wand she 
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snow - white wand, But ue. her beau - ty was 
wo - man or gold ¢ Are rin’s sons so good 
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and vir - tue more, For though they love wo-man 
and E - rin’s pride, And blest for ev =r CL is 
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Peggy Bawn. 


Old Melody. 


Moderato con espressvone. 


2 ee ee ee 
1. As I _ gaed o’er the 
3. Day be - ing come and 































































































Highland hills,To a farm-er’shouse I came; The night be-ing dark andsomething wet I 
breakfast o’er, To the par-lour I was ta’en; The gude-man kind-ly ask-ed me If Id 
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ven-tur'd in- to the same, Where I was kind-ly treat-ed, Anda _ pret-ty girl I 
mar-ry hisdaugh-ter Jane? ‘Five hun-dred marks I'll give her, Be - side a piece of 
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spied, Who ask’d me if I had a wife? But- mar-riage I de- nied. 
But scarce-ly had he spoke the word, ThanI thought of Peg-gy Bawn. 
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-lang wi’ theel’ll gae Tre-land is a fine country, Andthe Scotsto you are 
tell you the rea-son why: My bus~’ness call-eth me in haste, I am the king’s servant 






























































will gang a -langwithyou, My  for- tune to be- gin.” 
must gang a - wa’ this day, Straight to - din-burgh town.” 
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roar, Yet ll be constant, Peg-gy Bawn, To thee for ev- er-more. 
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Come, rest in this bosom. 
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rest in this bo-som, my own mee - en deer, Tho’ ag herd have fled 
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cloud can  o’er - cast, And a heart and a hand all thy own to the 



































































































































COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM. 83 


—— == aN ay ea) ae 
SS eS SS Se 
é +411 ae eee ae 



























































A e 
Dee Oh! what was love made for, if.... ‘tis not the same ‘Simge? 
3. Thou hast call’d me thy an-gel in.... mo-ments of bliss, And thy 
ae So ee ee a 
: Se 
-@-9-6- to 










































































= — —— 
GE 23S == Sarre! 


joy and thro’  tor-ment, thro’ glo-ry and shame P Hl know not, I[ 
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ask not if.... guilt’s in that heart, I but know that I love thee, what - 
-shrink-ing, thy.. steps to pur - sue, And shield thee and save thee, or 
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The Cruiskeen Lawn. 


“THE LITTLE JUG.” 
Con fuoco. Old Melody. 


Sir 

































































1, Let the farm-er praise his grounds, Let the hunts-man praise his hounds, And the 
2. Im - mor-tal and di-vine, Great Bac-chus, God of wine, Cre - 
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shep - herd his sweet scent-ed lawn; But TI, more blest than they, Spend each 
- ate me by a - dop- tion your son, In hope that youll com- ply, That my 






























































hap - py night and day With my charm-ing lit - tle cruis-keen lawn, lawn, lawn, Oh! my 
glass shall ne’er run dry, Nor my smil-ing lit - tle cruis- keen lawn, lawn, lawn, Oh! my 
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smil-ing lit -tle cruis- keen lawn. \ 
smil-ing lit -tle cruis- keen lawn. 


Gra - ma-chree ma _ cruis - keen, 
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The Chorus may be rendered :— 


“«My heart’s love is my little jug, 
Bright health to my darling ! 
My “heart’s love, her fair locks,” &e, 
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say “ Be- gone, you knave, For great Bac-chus gave me leave To take a -no-ther cruis-keen 
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lawn, lawn, lawn, Oh! my _ smil - ing lit - tle cruis- keen lawn.” 
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bawn,bawn,bawn, Oh! Gra- ma-chree a cool - in bawn. 
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Savourneen Deelish. 























GEorGE CoLMAN, the younger. Old Melody. 
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* Darling dear young Ellen. 
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The Bells of Shandon. 


Manony. 


Andante con mo'o. 


Old Melody. 
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Shandon Sound farmoregrandon The pleasant 
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- fry, knell-ing its pold notes free,Made the bells of Shan-don Soundfarmore grand on The plea-sant 


an-them more dear to me,.... “Tis thebells of Shan-don That soundso grand on The plea-sant 
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wa-ters of the ri - ver Lee. 
wa-ters of the ri - ver Lee. 









































I'm a poor stranger. 


WaLTER MaynarD. Old Melody. 
Moderate time. 
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of-fer’d her share Of our hum-ble cot- tage And our hum-ble fare, W. 
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You all must have heard. 


WALTER Maynarp,. 
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Forget not the Angels. 


Water Maynarp. Old Melody. 
Andante. 
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Though all bright Flowers. 


(THE GREEN BUSHES.) 


WALTER MAYNARD. 
Andante. 






1. Tho’ all bright flows must 
2. Oft has that leaf been 
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3. Dear E - rin! type of thee, Is thy own Sham-rock leaf ; Peer - less 
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worn -The.... dread op - pres-sor’s chain, He... knew by thy mute scorn Thouwouldst 


















































100 


The Exile of Erin. 


Airn.—“SAVOURNEEN DEELISH.” 
TroMAS CAMPBELL. 


Andante con espress. 
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1. There came to the beach a _ poor 
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Ex - ile of E- rin, The dew on his thin robe was hea -vy andchill, For his 
sad and for - sa- len, In dreams I re - vis - it thy sea- beat-enshore; But, a - 
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coun - try he sigh’d when at twi-light re - pair-ing, To  wan-der a - lone by the 
las! in a far fo-reign land I a - wa-ken, And _ sigh for the friends who can 
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rose....0er his own na-tive isle of the o- cean,Whereonce in the fire of his 
man - sion of peace,whereno per - ils can chase me? Ah! ne- ver a-gain shall my 
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heart - bro-ken stran-ger,“The wild deer and wolf to a co- vert can flee; But 
fast by the wild wood? Sis - ters, and sire, did you weep for its fallf Oh! 

































































I haye no re - fugefrom fa-mineand dan-ger, A home and a_ coun-try re - 
where is the mo-therthat look’d on my child-hood? And where is the bo - som friend, 
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E - rin! an ex - ile be-queaths theehis bless-ing! Dear land of my fore - fa-thers, 






























































E - rin go bragh! Oh! bu-ried and cold, when my heart stills its mo - tion, Green 
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Oh! leave me not. 


WaLTEr Maynarp. Old Melody. 
Moderato. ~ 
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leave me not with- out oneword To cheer mydroop-ing heart— One word to tell me 
drear-ri-ly the time willpass While here I’m left a - lone A - midthescenes of 
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all the joy That you and MI have known! JDe - ny me notthen one fond word, Oh! 
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so - lace nightand day— Oh! say then you will love me still, When you are far a - way! 
let me hear you say You will be true and love me still, When you are far a - way! 
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Let others breathe in glowing words. 


(CASTLE HYDE.) 


GreRraLD GRIFFIN. 
\ , Andante. 
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1. Let o-thers breathe in glow-ing words The se-cret 
2. I can-not find in art a strain To e-cho 



























PIANO, 












































of theirbo-som pain, Andbidthe loud harp’ssounding chords Tello’erthe wea - ry tale a- 
forth mine in-ward moan, Ifsighsand looks can’ttell my pain, Oh!ne-ver shall mylove be 













































































- gain; Fromme no burn - ingstaveshall rise,.... A cold heart’sansw’r-ing sigh to move, But I will 
known; Safe is the flame whose answ’ring breath.. A tear mayquench, a sighmaymove, But full of 

































































gaze.... up - onthose eyes, And wastea - way in si-lent love. 
dan - ger and of death Is the pent fire of si-lent love. 
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Oft in the stilly night. 


THomas Moone. 
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HeeeOrG a the stil - ly night, Ere slum - ber’s chain has bound... me, 
2. When re-mem - ber all The friends 80 link’d to - geth - er 

































































Fond me - my brings the light Of o-ther days a - round me. The 


I've seen a-round me fall, Like leaves in win-try wea -_ ther, I 
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smiles, the tears, of boy - hood’s years, The words of love then spo - ken, The 
feel like one who treads a-lone Some ban - quet hall de-sert - ed, Whose 
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eyes thatshone, now dimm’d andgone, The cheer - ful hearts now bro -_ ken! 
lights are fled, whose gar - land’sdead, And all but he de - part - ed! 
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Thus in the stil - ly night, Ere slum - ber’s chain has bound... me, 
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me - my brings the light Of o-ther days a - round me. 
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Around me, blessed image, ever soar. 


Old Melody. 
JOHN OXENFORD 
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1. A-round me, a-round me, bless - ed 
2. No word to my heart is spo-ken 
























































im-age,ev-er soar, Do not quit me, let me gazeon thee a - lone, And 
by that bu-sy throng, Strangeand fo-reign, of an- o-therworld it seems, Me - 
























































think on the days,nowpass’d a- way for ev - er-more. On that day when firstI hail’d thee as my 
- thinks without aim or pur-pose still it glides a-long. Ah, I find my on-ly home comes with my 


















































| 





AROUND ME, BLESSED IMAGE, EVER SOAR. 109 











They may say _thou'rt dead, thou liv-est still to me, And thy 
Then the world that’s past is liv-ing still for me, And my 





















































smile is thesmileI knew of yore, If thou art an emp-ty shade, a 
love is the love I felt of yore, For all did my heart once beat, but 










































































world re-vives in thee, Ah, a- round me, blessed im-age, ev = er soar. 
most of all for thee, In mydreams,thou blessed im-age, near me soar, 
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Tis no time to take a wife. 


JOHN OXENFORD. 
Allegro. 
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3.“There’sa - no- ther dan- ger too, 


“Tis no time to take a wife, 
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hon -est John O’ Gra - dy, When the land is fill’d with strife, Gal-lant John O° Gra - dy, Who can 
rov-ing John O’ Gra - dy, Kathleen's eyes are brightand blue _ fic - kle John O’ Gra - dy, They might 







































































think of beau-ty’scharmsIn the midst of war's a-larms?”“That can I, to be sure,” said 
set yourhearton fire, And of Ma-ry youmighttire!” “Ill be blind ere thatday” said 
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fear-less John O’ Gra - dy. 
con-stant John O’ Gra - dy. 
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2, “Af-ter some un-luck-y fray, reck-lessJohn O' Gra - dy, They may bear your bride a- way, 
4. “Still an - o - ther point,dear John, hap-less John O’ Gra - dy, All your broad es-tates are gone, 
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~ thought - less John O’ Gra =~ dy, From foes that nev - er sleep, What 
ru - in’d John O’ Gra - dy, And your cas - tle once re-nownd, Now is 





































































trea-sure can you keep?” 4 don’t know till Lo try, said 
lev -ell’d with the ground.” “But my heart yet is” “firm,” said 
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care-less John O’ Gra - dy. 
daunt-less John O’ Gra - dy. 
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WALTER MAYNARD. Your face SO fair. 


Con espress. 
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Your face so fair, your 
3 No won-der it is 
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eyes so bright With startling pow’r attract me, Do what I will, by day and night, Wild 
always said, That cautious mor-talsfear you, There is a spell, I am a - fraid, Up - 
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wish I ne'er had seen your face, Ne’er metyourbrighteyesbeaming, Then might Ilnow a 
on- ly hope my  fool-ish state May chance to pi - ty move you, But e- ven so— it 
























































— ed, e 
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is my fate, As much to fear as love you. 
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‘Tis gone, and for ever. 


THomas Moore. Arr.—“SAVOURNEEN DEELISH.” 
Larghetto. 
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1. ’Tis gone, and for e = ver, the 
2. For high wasthy hope, when those 
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light we saw break -ing, Like Hea-ven’s first dawn o’er the sleep of the dead~ When 
glo -ries were dart - ing A-roundthee, thro’ all the gross clouds of the world; When 
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Man, fromthe slum - ber of a - ges a- wak- ing, Look’d up - ward,andbless’dthe pure 
Truth, from her fet - ters in - dig - nant-ly start- ing, At once like a _ sun-burst her 
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deep - en the long night of bond-age and mourn-ing,That dark o’er the king - doms of 
then, had one Hymn of De - h - ver-ance blen-ded The tonguesof all na - tions, how 












































earth is re-turn - ing, And dark-est of E - rin, o’er thee. 
sweet had as - cend- ed ‘The first note of E - rin, from thee! 












































3. But. shame on those ty-rants who en-vied the bless-ing! And 


















































shameon the light race un - wor - thy its good, Who, at Death’s reek-ing al - tar, like 
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fu - ries ca - res -sing The young hope of Frost Go bap - tizd it in blood! Then 

































































van - ish for e - ver that fair, sun-ny vi - sion,Which,spite of the sla - vish, the 










































































cold heart’s de - ri - sion,Shall long be re-mem-ber’d,pure, bright,and e - ly - sian, As 
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Remember thee! 


Tuomas Moors. 
Con espressrone. 
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mem - ber thee? yes, while there's life in this heart, It shall ne 
all that I wish thee, great, glo-riousand free, First flow’r 




































































- get thee, all orn as thou art; More dear in thy sor - row, thy 
earth and first gem of the sea, I might hail thee with proud-er, with 





















































gloom, and thy show’rs, than the rest of the world in their sun - 
hap - pi - er brow, But oh! could I love theemore deep - 
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de - sert bird’s nest, Drink love in each life - dropthat flows from thy 
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Kitty of Coleraine. 


Vrvace. 























1. As beau-ti-ful Kit-ty one morning wastripping Witha 
2. I satdown beside her and gent-ly didchideher That 
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pitch-er ofmilkfromthe fair of Coleraine, Whenshe saw me shestumbled,The pitch-er it tumbled, And 


such a misfortuneshouldgivehersuch pain; A kiss then I gave her, Andbe-fore I didleaveher She 
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all thesweet buttermilk wa-ter’d the plain. “Oh! whatshallI do,now?’I'waslooking at you, now;Sure, 
vow'd forsuch pleasure she’dbreakit a - gain.’T'was hay-mak-ing sea-son, I  can’ttell the rea-son Mis - 
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sure,such a pitcher I'll ne’er meet a-gain T asthe pride of my dai-ry, Oh! Bar-ney Mc. Clea-ry, You're 
for-tune will ne-ver come sin-gle, ’tis plain, For, ve -ry soon af-ter poor Kit-ty’s dis-ast-er There 




































































sent as a plague to the girls of Cole-raine.” 
was not a pitch-er found whole in Cole-raine. 
on 
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Through grief and through danger. 


Arr.—“I ONCE HAD A TRUE LOVE.” 


Tuomas Moors. 
e Andante con moto. rk 
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Through grief and through dan- ger thy 
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zeal was turn’d; Yes,slave as I was, in thy arms my spi-rit felt free, And blessde’en its 
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My gentle Harp. 


Tsomas Moore. 
Andantino. 
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Harp, once more I wa - ken hesweetness of.... thy slumbYing strain; In tears our 
ask for notes of plea-sure,Mydroop-ing Harp, fromchordslike thine? A - las, the 
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last fare-well was  ta-ken, And now in tears owe meet a - gain. No light of 

lark’s gay morn-ing mea-sure As ill would suit the swan’s de - cline! Or how shall 
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hath o’er thee bro - ken, Be, like those Harps whose heaynly — skill Of slave - ry, 
who love,who bless thee, In-voke thy breath for Freedom’sstrains, Whenev’n the 














































































dark as thine, hath spo-ken,Thouhang’st up - on the  wil-lows still. 
wreaths inwhich I dress thee Are sad - ly mix’d—half flow’s, halfchains ? 
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2. And yet,since last thy chord re - sound- ed, An hour of 
4. Butcome-if yet thyframecan bor - row One breath of 
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peace and triumph came, Andmanyan_ ar - dent bo-som bound-ed With hopes—that 















































Joy, oh, breathefor me, Andshowthe world inchainsand  sor-row Howsweet thy 
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now are turnd to shame. Yet ev- en then, while peace was sing -ing Her hal-cyon 
mu - sic still can be; How gai - ly, evn ‘mid gloom sur-round - -ing, Thou yet canst 
—— 






































song over land and sea, Tho’ joy and hope to o-thers bring-ing, She on - ly 
wake at  plea-sure’s thrill—Like Memnon’s bro - ken im-age sound-ing,’Mid de - so - 
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brought new tears to thee. 
la - tion tune - ful © still. 
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She is far 


from the Land. 


'Homas Moors. Arr—“OPEN THE DOOR.” 


Moderate time. 


























1. She is far from the land where her young he - ro 


3. He had liv’d for his love, for his coun - try he die 





ae And 
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lo-vers are round her sigh - ing; But 


all that to life haden - twin’d him; Nor 

















heart in his grave is ly 
long will his love stay be - hind 














cold - ly sheturns from their gaze, 
soon shallthe tears of his coun-try 


and weeps, For her 
be dried, Nor 
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2. She sings the wildsong of her 
4, Oh! wmakeher agrave where the 
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dear na-tiveplains, Ey-’ry notewhichhe loy’d a- wak - ing; Ah! _ lit - tletheythink,whode- 
sun - beams rest, Whenthey pro-mise a glo - rious mor - row; They’llshineo’erhersleep, like a 
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light in her strains, Howthe heart of the min-strel is break - ing, 
smilefrom the West, From her own lov’d is - land of sor - row. 
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The time I’ve lost in wooing. 


Tuomas Moone. Air.—“ PEASE UPON A TRENCHER.” 
Moderato. 











1. The time I’ve lost in woo-ing, 
2. Her smilewhenBeau-ty grant-ed, 







































































watch-ing and pur - su - ing The light that lies In | wo-man’seyes, Has been my heart’s un - 
hung with gaze en - chant-ed, Like him thesprite Whom maids by night Oft met in glen that’s 










































































do - ing. Tho’ Wis-dom oft has sought me, I _ scorn’d the lore she brought me, My 
haunt - ed. Like him, too, Beau- ty won me, But while her eyeswere on me, If 




































































on - ly books Were wo-man’slooks,And fol-ly’s all they’vetaught me. 
once their ray Was turn’d a-way, Q! windscould not out - run me. 
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3. And are thosefol-lies go - ing? And is myproudheart 
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grow- ing Too cold or wise For bril-lianteyes A - gain to set it glow- ing? No— 


















































vain, a- las! th’en-dea - your From bonds so sweet to se ver; Poor Wis-dom’schance A - 
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; If thowlt be mine. 
HOMAS Moors. 
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l. If thoult be mine, the 
“ 3, And thoughts whose source is 
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trea- sures of air, Of earth, and sea, shall lie at thy feet; What - 
hid - den and high, Like streams that come from hea-ven-ward hills, Shall 









































in Fan - cy’s eye _ looks fair, Hope’s sweet mu 
our hearts, like meads that lie To be bath’d by those 
























































sounds most sweet,Shall be ours— if thou wilt be mine, love! 
- ter - nal rills) Ev - er green, if thou wilt be mine, love! 
oo 
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2. Bright flow’rs shall bloom wher - ey - er we rove, 
4, All this and more the Spi-rit of Love Can 
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voice di - vine shall talk in each stream, The stars shall look like 
breathe o’er them who feel his spells ; That  heavyn which forms his 
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worlds of love, And this’ earth one beau - ti - ful dream In our 
home a- bove, He can make on_ earth, wher - ev - er he dwells, As_ thou'lt 
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Oh! doubt me not. 
































Tuomas Moors. Ain—‘* YELLOW WAT AND THE FOX.” 
Allegretto. 
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doubt me not— the sea - son Is o'er when Fol - ly made me rove, And 
tho’ my lute no lon - ger May sing of pas - sion’s ar - dent spell, Yet 



























































now the vest - al, Rea - son, Shall watch the fire a- wak’d by Love. Al - 
trust me, all the strong - er I feel the bliss i do not tell. The 






























































this heart was ear - ly blown, And fair - est hands dis-turb’d the tree, They 
thro’ ma-ny a gar - denroves, And hums his lay of court-ship o’er, But, 























OH! DOUBT ME NOT. 129 





























on - ly shook some blos - somsdown, Its fruit nas afl peen kept for thee. Then 
when he finds the flowr he loves, He set - tles there and hums no more. Then 


on 
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doubt me not— the sea - son Is oer when Fol - ly made me rove, And 

6 doubt me not— the sea - son Is o'er when Fol - ly kept me free, And 
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now the ves - tal, Rea - son, Shall watch the flame a - wakd by Love. 
now the ves - tal, Rea - son, Shall guard the flame a - wak’d by thee. 
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The Emigrants. 


WALTER MAYNARD. 
Con spirito. 
3 




















Piano. 


















































1, Sad was theday we said farewell, Dear na-tiveland, to thee; And 
2. Un - mann’dwasev -’ry lov -ing heart, When part -ing wordswere said— In 















































wan-der'd forth to find a home, Be - yond the stormy _ sea. Hard then our fate; fast 
si-lence on the deck we stood, And watch’d the daylight fade: At length, one bol - der 







































































Ge 
flow’dthe tears We tried to hide in vain, At thought of those we left be-hind, And 
than the rest, In ac - cents gruff and stern, Cried, “ Courage boys, what need togrieve, We 









































THE EMIGRANTS. 1A 























might ne’er see a - gain. 
all shall soon re - turn.” 






































































































































ne - ver have for - got- ten been Since part - ing that sad day. 
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land we roam, Where-e’er ourhomemay be, Our fond-est hope is to  re-turn, Dear 
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na -tiveland, to thee, 
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Tis sweet to think. 


Tomas Moors. 
Moderato. a 




















1. Oh! ’tis 
2. "Twere a 



























































sweet to think that,wher-e’er we rove, We are sure to find some-thing bliss-ful and dear, Andthat 
shame,whenflow-ers a-round us rise, Tomakelight of the rest,if the rose is notthere;And the 
















































































when we're far fromthe lips we love, We've but to make love to the lips we are near! The 
world’s so rich in re-splen-dent eyes, Twerea pi- ty to lim-it one’s love to a pair. Love's 

































































heart, like a ten-dril, ac - custom’dto cling, Let it growwhereit will, can-not flour-ish a-lone, But will 
wing and the peacock’sare near-ly a-like,They are both of them bright, but they're changeable too, And wher- 
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lean to the near-est and love-li-est thing It can twine with it -self, and makeclose-ly its own. Then 
- ev-er a newbeamof beau-ty can strike, It will tincture Love’splumewitha dif - fer- ent hue! Then 





























oh! what pleasure, wher-e’er we rove, To be sure to find some-thing still that is dear, And to 
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know, when far from the lips we love, Wehave but to make love to the 
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lips we are near. ~ 
a ope pd 














ee 
ly, 9 | ]) "Sis Siti. he <a ad FS SSS i ae 2 ee Pe ES Ee oe) i 
ts Be ae a rall ppre 
2 || aa | £ i ais ie Y a 2 3 e = 








134 


The Lake of Coolfin. 


{ie . / 
WaLTER Maynarp. Old Melody. 
Andante. 
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calm was the lake of Cool - fin on that day, When o'er its wide 
wild winds of Win - ter now sweep oer the lake, The snow-drift lies 
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wa-ters we eli - ded a - long, cloud in the hea-vens oer - 
deep on its de - so - late shore, The roll of the thun-der its 







































































Seer 


sha -dow’d our way, And light-heart - ed laugh-ter was join’d in our 
e - choes a wake, And Sum-mer time smiles on its bo - som no 
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bright is the sun-shine of.... youth’s ear - ly day, As gay are the 
| 















































































plea-sures our life may be - gin; In this world be - low they must 
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Wreath the bowl. 


Tuomas Moore. 
Con spirito. 
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1. Wreath the bowl With flow’rs of soul, The bright-est Wit can find us; We'lltake a flight Tow’rds 
2. "Twasnectar fed Of old, ‘tis said, Their Ju-nos,Joves, A - pol - los; And man may brew His 


















































heav’n to-night, And leave dull earth be -hind us.Should Love a- mid The wreaths be hid, That 
nec-tar too, The rich re-ceipt’s as fol- lows: Take wine like this, Let looks of bliss A - 
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Joy, th’en-chant-er, brings us, No  dan-ger fear, While wine is near, We'll drownhim if he 
- round it well be blend -ed,Then bring Wit’sbeam To warm thestream, And there’s your nec-tar 
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stings us. Then, wreath the bowl with flow’rs of soul, The bright-est Wit can find us; We'll 
splen- did! So, wreath the bowl with flows of soul, The bright-est Wit can find us; We'll 







































































take a flighttowrdsheav’n to-night And leave dull earth be-hind us. 
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3. Say, why did Time His glass sub-lime Fill 
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bright - lyP Oh, lend it us, And, smi - lingthus,The glass in two we'll se - ver, Make 


oe eee eee 
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plea-sure glide In dou-ble tide, And fill both ends for ev - er! So, wreath the bowl With 







































































flow’rs of soul, The bright-est Wit can find us; We'll take a flight tow’rds heav’n to -night, And 






































leavedull earth be-hind us. 
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While History’s Muse. 


Tuomas Moorr. Arr.—“* PADDY WHACK.” 
Allegro moder ato. 















































PIANO. 



































His - to - ry’s Muse the me - mo - rial was keep-ing, Of all that the dark hand of 
Star of my Isle!” saidthe Spi - rit, all spark-ling, With beamssuch as break from her 


















































Des - ti- ny weaves, Be - side her the Ge - nius of E - rin stood weep-ing, For 
own de- wy skies “Thro’’ a- ges of sor-yrow, de - ser - ted and dark-ling, I’ve 
















































hers was the sto - ry ee blot - ted the leaves. But oh! how the tears in her 
watch’d forsome glo-ry lie thine to a - rise. For,tho’ He - roes I’ve num - ber’d, un - 
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eye - lids grew bright, Went af - ter whole pa - ges of sor-row and shame, She saw 
- blest was their lot, And un - hal-low’d they sleep in the cross-ways of Fame; But 


























His - to - ry write, With a pen - cil of light That il - lum’d the whole vol-ume, her 
oh! there is not One dis - hon - our-ing blot On the wreaththat en- cir-cles my 
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Wellington’s name! 3. “Yet 


Wellington’s name!” ae 
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still the last crown of thy toils is re - main-ing, The grand-est,the pu - rest, ev’n 
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thou hast yet known;Tho’ proud was thy task, o- ther na - tions un- chain-ing, Far 







































































proud - er to heal the deep wounds of thy own. Atthe foot of that throne for whose 






























































weal thou hast stood, Go, plead for the land that first cra-dled thy fame— And 
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bright o’er the flood Of her tears and her blood, Let the  rain-bow of Hope be her 













































































142 
The gap in the hedge. 


O. Barnarp, 
Tenderly. ~ 























1. There’s a gap in the hedge at Kil- 
2. There’s a boy at the mill of Kil - 


































































































a seat just con-trivd for a 
It’s with him that I danced at the 

































































charm-ing cool spot Whenthe wea-ther is hot, Andthe  cou-ples who don't like the 
day in the gap, Wherewe met, quite by hap, Hemade bold his true love to de - 













































































glare go there, To sit down in the gap at Kil -_ mare. 
- clare, just there, In the gap of the hedge at Kil - “mare. 
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hove {aie <2 <a Sure, the ve. - ry best day of the year ars. Tl 



























































then be a bride With the boy at my side, Himthat court-ed me down at Kil - 

































































- mare, just there, In the gap _ of the hedge at Kil - ~ mare. 
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Come, take thy Harp. 


‘Tsomas Moore. J. L. Moitoy, 
Slow. 



























e 1. Come, take thy harp, nor 
2. Let me but see that 
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let us muse up - on the gath - ‘ring ills we see; Oh! take thy harp, and 
snow - y arm once more up - on the dear harp lie, And I will cease to 
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let me lose all thought of ill in hear - ing thee; Sing to me, love,— 
dream of harm, will smile at fate if thou art nigh; Give me _ thatstrain 




































































= . . 
though death were near, thy song couldmake my soul for-get; Nay, nay, in pi - ty 
of mourn-ful touch we used to love long, long a-go, Be - fore ourhearts had 
io 











































































dry that tear,.. all may be well, be hap - py yet. 
known as. much as now, a- las! they bleed to Imow. 
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rap-t'rousthen, Now with - er’d, lost— oh! pray thee cease, I can - not bear those 




































































as Bt Bee She er 
sounds a- gain. Art thou too,wretch-ed? yes, thou art! I see thy tears flow 
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fast withmine!Come,come to this de - vo - ted heart, ‘tis breaking, but it 
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still is thine. 
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The first Swallow. 


C. Barnarp. Old Melody. 
Con smrito. 












































Piano. 
























































back with the south wind,sweet prophet of spring, There’s life in your twitter, there’s hope on your wing, You 
ev-er bethus in the time of ourgrief, When carenipsour pleasures as frost bites the leaf; Whenthe 
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bid us for-get all the bleak win- try scene, Andpre- pare us a- gain for our 
win-ter of trou-ble spreads o’er us its wing, May we ne’er want a _ swal-low to 
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em - er - ald green. 
tell us of spring! 
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Mourn not for me. 


WaLtrer Maynarp. 






























































Andante. 
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1. Mourn 
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not for me when Im no more, I would not haveone tear Be - dim the lus - tre 
not the mock - er y of woe True  sor-row’ssemblance take, To coun-ter -feit a 












































































































of brighteyes By my fu-ner-eal bier. Let not sad tunes of grief be heard Be - 
fond re-gret Not felt for my poor sake. E-nough, if lov-ing thoughts of me Some 
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neath the sol-emn shade, A-mongthosewho may gath-er round Near therewhere I am 
kindheart pon-der _o’er, And all my fol - lies be for-got When I shall be no 
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The Girl I left behind me. ~* 





Allegretto. 




















Piano. 


















































1. The dames of France are fond and free, And Flem - ish lips are 
a oeuls says, ‘“‘My own dear love,come home, My friends are rich and 
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will - ing, And soft the maids of Tes y tara ly, And Span-ish eyes are 
ma -- ny, Or else, a- broad with you Ill roam, A sol- dier stout as 
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thrill - ing; Still, though I bask be - neath their smile, Their charms fail to 
Ge ny 1. Met youll not come, nor let me go, Til thinkyou have re - 






























































bind me, And my heart falls back to E -rin’s Isle, To the girl I left be - 
- sign’d me,” My heart nigh broke when I an-swer’d,““No,” To the girl I left be - 
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* This melody, although claimed by the English, is indisputably of Irish origin, and has been sung, with the words here 
published, for many centuries in Ireland.—J. L. M. 
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- hind me. 2. For — she’s as fair as 
hind me. 4, For ne - ver shall my 














































































Shan-non’s side, And pu - rer than its wa - ter, But she re-fusd to 
true love brave <A _ life of war and toil - ing, And ne - ver as a 
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be my bride Though ma-ny a_ year r sought her; Yet, since to France [ 
skulk-ing slave I'll tread my ua - tive soil on; But, were it free or 
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sail’d a- way, Her’ let - ters oft re - mind me That I ro-mis'd ne - ver 
to be freed, The bat - tle’s closewould find me, To re - land bound, nor 













































































to gain-say The girl I left be - hind me. 
“aac q 1] af - ] : 
mes-sage need From the — girl left be hind me | mt al 2 












































At eve I wandered by the shore. 


WALTER MAYNARD. 
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eve I  wan-derd by theshore And watch’d the tide come in, I heard the dis- tant 


from the rock-y steep a-far, Shone out the bea-con light, More bright-ly  shin-ing 
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break-ers roar, With hoarse, re - sound-ing din ; While on-ward came the 
like a star, As dark - er grew the night ! With con-stant, stea- dy 






















































































flow - ing tide, qe sha- dows fell a - round; En - shroud -ing all 
ray it gleam’d,Re - splen-dent o’er the sea; And through the gloom - y 
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©-cean wide, In mys - ticgloom pro - found. 
dark-nessseem’d,A — star of hope to be. 
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Z I’m a poor Irish girl.’ 
ALTER MAYNARD. 


Larghetto. : p 
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far from myhome, With no one to guide me Wher-e’er I may roam. Far from kindred and friends I 
dreaming 1 see My  parents’dear fa- ces Still smil-ing on me: In their presence a-gain A 
on 










































































wan-der a-lone, And sigh for the brightdays Now vantish’d and gone! All a-round me isstrange, No 


child Ithenseem,And  can-not on wak-ing Be-lieve ‘twas adream! No! ’tis thustheyre-call The 
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e/ kindyoicel hear, A fond wordsay ev - er, My sad hearttocheer:“Ah! the poor I-rish girl, Is 


joy of theirlove; Andcome downas an-gelsFrom Heaven a-bove. Ah! the poor I-rish girl, Though 
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far from her home, With no one to guide her Where- e’er she may roam.” 
far from her home, Is guard -ed _— by an - gels Where - e’er she may roam. 
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Smile my Kathleen, pray. 


JOHN OXxENFORD. Old Melody. 
Allegro moderato. 
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cares to all Must sure-ly fall, But oh, a face likethine Is  madetobless K’en wretchedness,For - 
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strangely out of place. The heaviestdreamthatnightcan bring Will van-ish with the day; In 
- bids us to re-pine; If all a-roundis black as night,Thy glanceis as the day, The 
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win -ter think of com-ingspring, Andsmilemy Kathleen, pray, In  win-ter think of com-ing spring, And 
world beneath that smile grows bright,Oh smile my Kathleen, pray, The world beneath that smilegrows bright,Oh 
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smile my Kathleen, pray. 
smile my Kathleen, pray. 
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My bonny Cuckoo. 











Andante. ~ 
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1. My bon-ny cuc-koo, I 
2, The ash and the ha-zel shall 

















PIANO. 















































,— | a = 
SSS SSS 


tell you true, That through the groves I'll rove with you; I'll rove with you wn - 
mourn-ing say, My bon-ny cuc-koo, dont go a- way; Don't go a- way, but 
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- til the nextspring, And then my cuc-koo shall sweet - ly sing, I'll rove with you un - 





























tar - ry here, And make the sea-son last all the year, Don't go a- way, but 
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- til the next spring, And then my cuc-koo shallsweetly sing. 
tar - ry here, And make theseason last all the year. 
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While gazing on the moon’s light. 


Arrn.—“ OONAGH.” 
Tuomas Moore. 
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1. While gaz - ing on the moon’s light, A mo - ment from her 
2. The day had sunk in dim show's, But mid- night now, with 
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smile JI turn’d, To look at orbs, that, more bright, In lone and dis - tant 
lus - tre meek, Il - lu- mind all the pale flowrs, Like hope up - on a 


















































glo - ry burn’d, But too far Each proud = star, For me to feel its 
mourn -er’s cheek. I said (while The moon’s smile Play’d o’er a stream, in 
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warm - ing flame; Much more dear That mild sphere, Which near our plan ~ et 
dimp - ling bliss,) “The moon looks On ma - ny brooks, The brook can see no 
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smil - ing came;Thus, Ma - ry, be but thou my own; While bright - er eyes un - 


moon but this;” And thus, I thought, our for - tunes run, For many a_ lov - er 
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- heed - ed play, Ill love those moon-light looks a-lone, That bless my home and 
looks to thee, While oh! I feel there is but one, One -Ma-ry _ in_ the 
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guide my way. 
world for me. 
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The Rakes of Mallow. 


Allegretto. 


1. Beau -ing, bell - ing, 
2. One time nought but 
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danc-ing, drink-ing, Break-ing win-dows, curs-ing, sink - ing, Ey - er rak- ing, 
cla - ret drink-ing, Then like po - li - ti-cians, thinking To raise the “sink -ing 
es Ss 
ee a eee 
— a = a 
2 ==! 































nev - er think-ing, Live the rakes of | Mal -low; Spend-ing fast-er than it comes, 
funds” when sink-ing, Live the rakes of Mal -low. When at home,with da-da dy-ing, 
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Beat - ing wai-ters, bai - lifs, duns, Bac - chus’true be - got-ten sons, Live the rakes of 
Still for Mal-low wa - ter cry-ing; But, where there’s good cla- ret ply -ing, Live the rakes of 











S- = Ss $ rd 

















THE RAKES OF MALLOW. 157 











’ (Ly a eee EE ae rae 

ee a eae == = 
——— Sa 

Mal - Jew. 
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all their days in Rak-ing as 
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They get so-ber, Take a wife, Ev-er af- ter live in strife, And wish a - gain for 
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When through life unblest we rove. 


Arr. “BANKS OF BANNA.” 
Txomas Moorr. | 
Andantino. 
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1. When through life un - 
2. Like the gale that 
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- blest we rove, Los-ing all that... made life dear, Should some notes 
sighs a - long Beds of o- ri - en - tal flow'rs, Is the grate - ful 







































































used to love In days of boy-hood, meet ow ear, Oh! how welcome breathes the strain! 
raettot oA of songThat once was poe in hap-pierhours; Fill’d withbalm,the gale sighs on, 













































































Wak’ning thoughts that.. long have _ slept; Kind-ling for - mer smiles a- gain In 
Though the flowrs have.. sunk in death ; So, when plea-sure’s dream is gone, Its 
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fa - ded eyes.. that long have wept. 
mem-ry lives.. in Mu-sic’s breath. 
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“8. Mu- sic! oh how faint, how weak, Lan-guage fades be - fore thy spell! Why should Feel-ing 
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more false than they; Oh! ’tis on - ly Mu - sic’s strain Can 
































































































































Oh! had we some bright little Isle. 














THOMAS Moors. Arr.—‘SHEELA NA GUIRA.” 
Moderato. 
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bright lit - tle isle own, In a blue sum - mer .o - cean far 
ar - dent and pure as clime, We should love as they lovd in _ the 
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off and a - lone, Where a leaf nev - er dies in the still -bloom - ing 
first gold - en time; The glow of the sun- shine, the balm of _ the 
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bow’rs, And the bee ban - quets on through a whole year of flowyrs; Where the 
air, Would steal to our hearts, and make all sum- mer there. With af - 
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sun loves to pause With so fond a de - lay, That the night on - ly 
fec - tion as free From de- cline as the bowrs, And with hope, like the 
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draws A thin veil o'er the day ; Where sim - ply to feel that we 
bee, Liv- ing al- ways on  flow’s, Our life should re - sem - ble a 



























































breathe, that we live, Is worth the best joy that life  else-where can 


long day of light, And our death come on ho - ly and calm as_ the 
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night. 
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One bumper at parting. 


Arrn.—“ MOLL ROE IN THE MORNING.” 
Tuomas Moors. 
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bum-per at part- ing! tho’ ma-ny Have cir -cled the boardsince we met, The 
on-ward we jour-ney,how plea-sant To pause and in - ha- bit a - while Those 
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ful- lest, the sad-dest of a- ny Re- mains to be crown’d by us yet. The 
few sun - ny spots, like the pre- sent, That ‘mid the dull wil - der-ness smile! But 
































sweet-ness that plea-sure hath in it Is al- ways so slow to come forth, That 
Time, like a pi - ti- less mas-ter, Cries ‘On-ward!” and spurs the gay hours—Ah, 
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sel - dom, a- las, till the min- ute It dies, do we know half its worth. t 
ne - ver dothTime tra -vel fast- er Than when his way lies a- mong flow’s.(~" 
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bo-som of Plea-sure, They die ’midst the tears of the cup. 
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wa-ters be-neath him how bright; And now let our fare- well of drink-ing Re - 
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- sem - ble that fare- well of light. You saw how he fin -ish’d, by dart-ing His 
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li- quid glo - ry, like him. And oh! may our life's hap-py measure Of 
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The young May moon. is 


Air.—“THE DANDY, O!” 
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1. The young May moon _ is 
2. Now all the world is 


Tuomas Moorr, 
Allegretto vivace. 
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beam-ing, love, The glow-worm’s lamp is gleam-ing, love, How sweet to rove Thro’ Mor-na’s grove, When the 
| sleep-ing, love, But the Sage, his star-watch keep-ing, love, And I, whose star, More glo-rious far, Is the 
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drow-sy world is dream-ing,love! Then a -wake!—the heav’nslook bright,my dear, ’Tis nev-er too latefor de - 







































































f eye from that casement peep-ing, love! Then a-wake!—till rise of sun, mydear,'The Sage’s glass we'll 
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- light, my dear, Andthe best of allways To length-en our days Is to steal a few hours from the 

shun, my dear, Or, in watch-ing the flight Of bo-dies of light, He might hap-pen to take thee for 
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Fill the bumper fair. 


Air.—*BOB AND JOAN.” 
Tuomas Moors, 
Allegro moderato. 
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Fill the bumper fair! Ev-’ry drop we sprinkle O’er the brow of Care Smoothsa-way a wrinkle. 
chane’d up -on that day, When, as bards informus, Prometheus stole a-way The liv-ing fires that warm us: The 
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Wit’s e- lec- tric flame Ne’erso swiftly passes, As when thro’theframeIt shootsfrom brimming glasses. 
careless Youth, when up, To Glory’sfountas-piring, Tooknor wn nor cup To hide the pil-fer’dfirein: But 



















































































Fill the bumper fair! Ey -’ry drop we sprinkle O’er the browof Care smoothsa-way a wrinkle. 
oh his joy! when, round The halls of hea-ven spy-ing, Among thestarshefoundA bowl of Bac-chus ly-ing. 
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Sa-gescan,theysay, Grasp the lightning’s pinions, And bring down its ray From the starr’d dominions: 
drops were in that bowl, Remains of last night’s pleasure, With which the Sparks of Soul Mix’d their burning treasure. 
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So we, sa-ges, sit And’mid bumpers bright’ning, From the heay’n of Wit Draw down all its lightning. 
Hence the goblet’s show’r Hathsuch spellsto win us, Hence its migh-ty pow? O’er thatflame within us. 
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Wouldst thou know what first Made our soulsin-her-it This en-nobling thirst For wine’s ce-les-tial spi-rit ? 
Fill the bum-per fair! Ey-’ry dropwe sprinkle Q’er the browof Care Smoothsa-way a wrinkle. 
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By that lake. 


Airn.—*THE BROWN IRISH GIRL.” 
Tuomas Moors. 
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war- bles o’er, Where the cliff hangs high and steep, Young Saint Ke-vin stole to sleep. 
sleeps at last; Dreams of heav’n, nor thinksthat e’er © Woman’ssmilecan haunt him there. 
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“Here, atleast,” he calm- ly said, “ Wo-manne’'er shall find my bed.”.... Ah! the good Saint 


But norearth nor heay’n is free From herpow’, if fondshe be:.... Ev - en now, while 
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lit - tle knew What the wi- ly sex can do. 
calm he sleeps, Kath-leeno’er him leans and weeps. 
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“9. "Twasfrom Kathleen’seyes he flew,—Eyes of mostun - ho - ly blue! She had lov’d him well and long, 
4. Fear-lessshe hadtrack’dhisfeet To this rock-y, -wild re-treat; And whenmorning met kis view, 
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Wish’d him hers, nor thought it wrong. Where -so - e’er the Saint would fly, Still he heard her light footnigh;.. 
Her mildgian-ces met it too. Ah!yourSaintshavecru - elhearts!Sternlyfrom his bed he starts,.. 







































































East or west,where’er he turn’d, Still hereyes be - fore him burn’d. 
And, withrude, re - pul-sive shock, Hurls herfrom the beet-ling rock. 
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5. Glendalough! thy gloomy wave Soon was gen-tle Kathleen’s grave!Soonthe Saint(yet ah! too late) 
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And herghostwasseen to glide, Smil-ing,o’er the fa - tal tide! 
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This life is all chequer’d. 


Arr.—* THE BUNCH OF GREEN RUSHES.” 


Tuomas Moore. 
Tempo moderato. 
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life is all chequer’d with pleasuresand woes, Thatchase one a- no-ther like waves of the deep, Each 
Hy -las was sent with his urn to the fount, Throvields full of light with heart full of play, Light 
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brightly ordark-ly, as on-ward it flows, Re - flect-ing oureyes as they spar-kle or weep. So 
rambled the boy o- ver meadow and mount, And ne -glect-ed his task for the flowrson the way. Thus 















































close-ly our whimsonour mi - se -ries tread, That the laughis a-wak’de’er the tear can be dried; Andas 
ma-ny, like me, who in youthshouldhavetasted The fountain that runs by Phi - lo-sophy’sshrine, Their 


























THIS LIFE IS ALL CHEQUER’D. wel 



































fast as the rain-drop of Pi-ty is shed, The goose-plumage of Fol-ly can turn it a-side, But 
time with the flow'rson the margin have wasted, And left theirlighturnsall as emp-ty as mine. But 






























































pledge me the cup—if ex - is-tence wouldcloy, With hearts ev-er hap-py, and heads ev-er wise, Be 
pledge me the gob-let—while I - dle-ness weaves These flow’retsto-geth-er, should Wis-dom but see One 
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ours the light Sor-row, half-sis- ter to Joy, Andthe light brilliant Fol-ly that flash-es and dies. 
bright drop or two that has fall’n on the leaves From her fountain di-vine, ’tis suf - fi-cient for me. = 
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THomas Moonn. 


Love’s young dream. 


Airn.—* THE OLD WOMAN, 




















e 1. Oh! the days aregone when 
2. Tho’ the bard to pur - er 
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Beau - ty bright My heart’s chain wove; When my dream of life, from morn till night, Was 
fame may soar When wild youth’s past; Tho’ he win the wise who frown’dbe-fore To 
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beam, But there’s no-thing half 2 sweet in life As love’s young dream: No, there’s 
fame, As when first he ae wo-man’sear His soul - felt flame, And, at 













































































a tempo. 
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nothing half so sweet in Ife As love’s young dream. 
ev-’ry close, she blush’d to hear The one _lov’d name. 













































































LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM. 173 































Vv 


8. No,—that hal-low’dform is ne'er for-got Which first love 
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tracd; Still it ling-ring hauntsthe green - est spot On mem - ’ry’s waste. "Twas 
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o- dourfled As soon as shed;”*T'wasmorning’swing-ed dream; “T'was a light that ne’er can 







































































shine a-gain On life’s dull stream: Oh! ‘twas lightthat ne'er can shine a-gain On 



























































life’s dull stream. 
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Fly not yet. 


Arr.—* PLANXTY KELLY.” 
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1. Fly not yet; ‘tis @ 
Allegro moderato, 2. Fly not yet; the 
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just the hour When plea-sure, like the mid-night flow That scorns the eye of vul-gar light, Be - 
fount thatplay’d In times of old thro’ Ammon’s shade, Tho’ i - cy cold by day it ran, Yet 
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Twas but to bless these 
still, like souls of mirth, be-gan To burn when night was near. And thus should wo-man’s 













































































hours of shade That beau- ty and the moonweremade; Tis then their soft at -trac-tions glow-ing, 
hearts audivuks At noon be cold as _ win - ter brooks,Nor kin-dle till the night, re - turn- ing, 
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Set the tidesand gob-lets flow-ing. Oh, stay! Oh, stay! Joy so sel-dom weavesa chain Like 
Brings their ge -nial hour for burn-ing. Oh, — stay! Oh, stay! Whendid morning ey - er break, And 







































































this to-night,that oh! ‘tis pain To break its links so soon. Oh! stay,— Oh! stay,— 
find such beaming eyes a-wake As those that spar-kle here? Oh! stay— Oh! stay,— 
























































= ral. ~ lentando. 
a: iy Fay 2S bee eee o* T | Soe y= z Ee 
2 ees a A el eT ac 2 } 1 =I ~ f : 
a 7 eee ee eo ee ee 








Joy so sel-domweayes a chain Like this to-night, that oh! ‘tis pain To break its links so 
When did morn-ing — ev - er break, And find such beam-ing eyes a-wake As _ those that spar - kle 
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They may rail at this life. 


THomas Moone. 
Tenderly. 























1. They may 
3. In that 
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rail at this life—from the hour I be- gan _ it I. found. it. a _.7life. _ full jee 
star of the west, by whose sha-dow- y splen-dour At _ twi-light so of - ten we've 


























































































kind-ness and bliss, And un - til they can show me some hap-pi- er pia-net, More 
roam’d thro’ the dew, There are maid-ens, per-haps, who have bo-soms as ten-der, And _ 
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so - cial and bright, Ill con - tent me with this. As long as the world has such 
look in their twi-lights as love-ly as you. But tho’ they were e - ven more 
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lips and such eyes As be - fore me this mo-ment en - rap-turd I _ see, They may 
bright than the queen Of that isle they in - ha - bit in hea-ven’s blue sea, As I 

















say what they will of their orbs in the skies, Butthis earth is the pla-net for 
nev - er those fair young ce - les-tials have seen, Why, this earth is the pla- net for 
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Mer - cu - ry’s star, where each mo-ment can bring them New sun-shine and wit from the 
those chil- ly orbs on the verge of cre - a- tion, Where sun-shine and smiles must be 
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foun-tain on high, ‘Tho’ the nymphs may have live - li - er po-ets to sing them, They’ve 
e-qual-ly rare, Did they want a sup-ply of cold heartsfor that sta- tion, Heayn 
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none, e - ven there,more en - a-mour’d than I. And, as long as this harp can be 
Inows we have plen-ty on earth we could spare. Oh! think what a world we should 





























wa-ken’d to love, Andthat eye its di-vine in - spir - a - tion shall be, They may 


have of it here, If the ha-ters of peace, of af - fec- tion, and glee, Were to 























talk as they will of their E-dens a-bove, But this earth is the pla-net for 
fiye up | to Sa-turn’s com - fort - less sphere, And leave earth to such spi-rits as 
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you, love, and me. 
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Has sorrow thy young days shaded ? 


THomas Moors. AiRn—*SLY PATRICK.” 
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Tamas sor - row thy young days 
_o 3. Has Hope, _ like the bird in the 






































As clouds o’er the morn [NOME lee ticametent, 
flit- ted from tree TERS heme 
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fast have those young days fa - ded, That, e - ven in sor-row, were 
tal - is-man’s glit - tring glo - ry— Has Hope been that bird to 
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feel -ing that once was dear P—...... Then, child of mis - for-tune, come 
gem did she _ still dis: 73) ™ play; tec hs And when near-est and most in - 
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like our La - ge nian mine, per Where spark - les of 


sor- row it - self look'd 3 brichtiianens os If thus the fair 
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splen - dour All o - ver the sur-face...... shineloeenie spas But, 
cheat - ed, That led thee a - long So......... light; 7.000. If 
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dear :—...... Come, child of mis - for - tune, come hith - er, Tl 
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It is not the tear at this moment shed. 


Air.—*‘THE SIXPENCE.” 


THomas Moors. 
Moderato. 















1, It is not the tear at this mo - ment shed, When the 
2. Thus his me = mo - ry_ likesome ho = ly light, Kept a- 





ssa 
turf has just been laid  o’er him, Thatcan tell how be-lov’d was the 
in our hearts, will im - prove them, For worth shall look fair - er, and 









friend that’s fled, Or how deep in our hearts we de - plore him. “Tis the 
truth more bright, When we think how he livd but to love them. And, as 
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tear thro’ma - ny a long day wept, Tis life’s whole path o’er = 
fresh - er flow - ers the sod per - fume Where bur - ied saints are 
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ded; Tis the one re-mem - brance, fond - ly kept, When all 
i So our hearts shall bor - row a sweet -’ning bloom From the 
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St. Senanus and the Lady. 


Arr.—“THE BROWN THORN.” 
THomas Moore. 


Moderato. a 
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S.S. 1. “Oh!hasteand leave this sa-cred isle, Un - ho - ly bark, ere morn - ing 
Lavy. 2. “Oh! Fa-ther, send not hence my bark, Thro’ win - try winds and bil- lows 
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smile; For on thy deck, tho’ dark it be, A fe-male form I 
dark: I come with hum - ble heart to share Thy morn and eve - - ning 
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And I have sworn this saint-ed sod Shall ne'er by wo - man’sfeet be 
Nor mine the feet, oh! ho-ly Saint, The brightness of thy sod to 
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3. The La-dy’s prayr Se-na-nus_ spurn’d; The windsblew fresh, the bark re - 














- turn’d; But le-gends hint that had the maid 
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Oh! think not my spirits are always as light. 


Arrn.—* JOHN O’REILLY THE ACTIVE.” 
THomas Moons. 


1. Oh! think not my spir-its are 
2. The thread of our life would be 











al-waysas light,And as freefrom a pang as they seem toyounow; Nor ex- pect that the heart-beaming 
dark, Heaven knows! If it werenot with friendship and love intertwin’d;And I carenothowsoon I may 


























smile of to-night Will re-turnwith to-mor-row to bright-en mybrow. No; life is a waste of 
sink to re-pose Whenthesebless-ingsshallcease to be dear to my mind. But they who havelov’d the 
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fond-est, the pur-est, Too of-ten have wept o’erthe dream they believ’d; And the heart that has slumber’d in 
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wake to the flowrs Is al-ways the first to betouch’dby the thorns. But sendround the bowl, and be 
friendship se-cu-rest Is hap-py in - deed if’twas ne-ver deceiy’d. But sendroundthe bowl: while a 
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pil - grim-age here, Than the tear that en-joy-mentmay  gild with a smile, And the 
pray’ shall be mine,— That the sunshine of love may il - lu-mine our youth, And the 
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smile that com-pas-sion can turn to a _ tear. 
moon-light of friend-ship con - sole our de - cline. 
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You remember Ellen. 





























Tuomas Noor. Arr.— “WERE I A CLERK.” 
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-mem-ber El-len, our ham-let’s pride, How meek-ly she bless’dher hum- ble lot, When the 
































winds and rains, Till Wil-liam at length in 
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2. They roam’d a longand a 
3. “Now, wel-come, La-dy!” ex - 











wea - ry way, Normuch wasthemai-den’s heart at ease, When now, at close of one stor-my day, They 
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see a proudcas-tle a - mong the trees. “To -night,” said the youth,“ we'll shel-ter there; The wind blowscold,the 
Ellen is La-dy of Ros-na Hall! And dear- ly the Lord of Ros-na loves What William the stran-ger 
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To Ladies’ eyes. 


THomas Moons. 
Allegretto moderato. 
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La - dies’ eyes a-yound, boy, We can’t re-fuse, we can’t re-fuse, Tho’ bright eyes so a - 
looks there are so ho = ly, They seem but giv’n, they seem but givn,As  shi-ning bea-cons 


























- bound, boy, "Tis hard to choose,’tis hard tochoose. For thick as stars that light - en Yon 
sie - ly, To light toheav’n,to light toheav’n: Whilesome, oh!ne’er be - lieve them, With 
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air - y bow’rs,yon air - y bow'rs, The count-less eyes that bright- en This earth of ours, this 
tempt-ing ray, with tempt-ing ray, Would lead us (God for - give them!)The o - ther way, the 
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CHORUS. 
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earth of ours. 


> thar el: But fill the cup!wher-e’er, boy, Our choice may fall, our choice may fall, We're 
































drink them ll, so drink them all! 
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eyes we know, in eyes we know,And lips—but this is tell- ing—So_ here they go, 80 
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CHORUS. 










































































here they go! Fill up, fill up! wher-e’er, boy, Our choice may fall, our choice may fall, We're 
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to find Love there, boy, So drink them all! so drink them all! 
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